
The Cries of London. ^7 


T ell me, O Mafc, how I fhall 

ftick in 

A word that aptly rhymes with Chicken^ 
Or in what mode the lines muft roll 
To tag a couplet with Fat Fonul ! 

And now, fmce half my Work’s 
complete, 

ONewbery, let thy Servant eat! 

For gladly now I would be picking. 
From old Parnajfus a nice Chicken j 
And if of Claret thou haft none. 

Some Water fend of HelUon» 


